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Dor. Farewell, Melantha,

Mel. Adieu, my dear.

Arte. You are out of charity with her, and therefore I
shall not give your service.

Mel Do not omit it, I beseech you j for I have such
a fendre for the court, that I love it even from the
drawing-room to the lobby, and can never be rebuth by
any usage. But hark you, my dears \ one thing I had
forgot, of great concernment.

Dor. Quickly then, we are in haste.

Mel Do not call it my service, that's too vulgar; but
do my baise-mains to the princess Amalthea; that is
spirituelle !

Dor. To do your service, then, we will prendre the
carosse to court, and do your baise-mazns to the princess
Amalthea, in your phrase spirituelle.

\Exeunt ARTEMIS and DORALICE.

Enter PHILOTIS with a paper in her hand.

Mel O, are you there, minion ? And, well, are not
you a most precious damsel, to retard all my visits for
want of language, when you know you are paid so well
for furnishing me with new words for my daily conversa-
tion ? Let me die, if I have not run the risk already to
speak like one of the vulgar, and if I have one phrase
left in all my store, that is not threadbare et use, and fit
for nothing but to be thrown to peasants.

PhiL Indeed, madam, I have been very diligent in
my vocation; but you have so drained all the French
plays and romances, that they are not able to supply
you with words for your daily expense.

Md. Drained ? What a word's there! Epuisee^ you
sot you. Come, produce your morning's work.

PhiL 'Tis here, madam.                   [Shows the paper.

MeL O, my Venus! fourteen or fifteen words to serve
me a whole day! Let me die, at this rate I cannot last